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No? Then how about the box of Screaming Yel¬ 
low Zonkers? The profile of Grace Slick? The fif¬ 
ty-foot-high watercolor mural of the American 
pioneers' push westward? 

You can’t find any of those? 

Okay, then we re agreed: you're an unimagina¬ 
tive twit of the first magnitude. 

But you've still got a chance to redeem your¬ 
self, gwangi, so don't give up hope. 

Instead, give up that horrid one-liner you've 
been hanging onto, waiting for just the right mo¬ 
ment to use it. This is that right moment! 

We need a caption for the picture above! We re 
not sure why we need this caption, or even exact¬ 
ly what will happen to the person who gives it to 
us. but when you get of those uncontrollable 
urges, you don't stop and question it. You come 
right out and ask for what you need. And, dang it, 
funga-WE NEED THAT CAPTION! 

So send yours along right away in the handy 
coupon provided. There's no deadline, no rules, 
no holds barred, and probably no prizes involved, 
but you never can tell. (Neither can we.) 

All we know is ... WE NEED THAT CAPTION!! 


I I 

Crazy Magazine 
■ Caption Passion 

575 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 

j Congratulations, dumbos! I got what you need! And here it is: 


My namp is 

My address is 



My nity is 

My state is 

My zip is 

My favorite fruit is 

My mnfher is 


My life is: 

□ In your hands 

□ Fear-fraught 


□ Ridiculous 

□ Pointless 


















To a world beset 

by woe, desperate 
for a good laugh, 

STAN LEE 

presents 

... hoping they're desperate enough to settle even for this! 

STEVE GERBER MARV WOLFMAN ROY THOMAS POPE AL 

Editor Big Boss Big Boss Emeritus . Spiritual Guidance 

People Who Wanted Their Names Mentioned: STEVE SKEATES, ALLEN KUPPERBERG, BRUCE CARLIN, 

JOHN STEVENS, MAL WARWICK, BOB FOSTER, GREG CROSBY, LEE MARRS, 

CHUCK McNAUGHTON, WILL EISNER, ROBERT GRAYSMITH, LARK RUSSELL. 

People Who Didn't, But We Mentioned 'Em Anyway, 'Cause We're CRAZY: STU SCHWARTZBERG, 

VANCE RODEWALT, AND ALL THE GUYS AT REA IN TORONTO, CLEVELAND, AND NEWARK WHO 
PREVENTED THEIR WORK FROM APPEARING THIS ISSUE. NOT TO MENTION HARRY REASONER, 

LUMPY BRANUM, AND MOGLUK THE GNOME, THREE OF OUR FAVORITE BREAKFAST DISHES. 

Cover: NICK CARDY Protection: HAWAIIAN REVENGE SQUAD Photos: MICHELE WOLFMAN 





1 

0 

i7 



The Binds HuMMEd DmqEs TO 
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For the past four hours I have at¬ 
tempted to read your magazine. I 
keep getting interrupted by numer- 
ij ous trips to the bathroom to throw 
up. This is the first CRAZY mag that 
I have ever bought, and you can be 
assured that I will not ever buy an¬ 
other. Your material is not only very 
UNFUNNY, butgivesme the impres¬ 
sion that a bunch of illiterates wrote 
I it. I suggest that as soon as possible 
you discontinue the publication of 
your worthless trash that you call 
ij CRAZY and go out and buy a copy 
of Mad magazine. I sincerely hope 
you print this letter, because it will 
be the first understandable material 


B printed in CRAZY. 

DARYL BYKLUM 


Grygla, Minn. 


Some people can take it, some 
can’t. A real man would never have 
thrown up. He'd have waited until 
he'd read the whole magazine, cov- 
i er-to-cover, and then died without a 
| whimper, just to show the world how 
much he could endure. 

Don’t criticize us, sir, until you’re 
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It began in the Bengali jungle. I 
had just slain a monster python with 
the raw power of my own sweet 
thews when a sensuous dark-haired 
woman clad in an itsy-bitsy teeny- 
weeny yellow polka-dot madras 
sweatshirt stepped from the under¬ 
brush and brushed against my un¬ 
dies. 

"And what might your name be?” 

I asked in short, fitful gasps, still 
breathless from my ordeal with the 
snake. 

“It might be Eleanor Roosevelt. 
It might be Karen Valentine," she 
answered, "but it’s far more likely 


to be Dumba, Queen of This Here 
Jungle." 

"Don’t hand me that tripe," I spat. 
"I’m a humor editor! You know what 
that means? Huh? Huh??" 

“Don't be a twit. I was raised by 
antelopes who adopted me after a 
rogue elephant tried to osh-osh my 
parents and crushed them. How 
would I know what a humor editor 
is?" She shook her head in genuine 
puzzlement. Her long matted hair 
swept gently over her shoulders, 
and I was suddenly aware of an 
ache in my aforementioned thews. 
No doubt a result of my savage 
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willing to take your medicine in a 
more stoic, dignified manner. Ask 
yourself, "What would John Wayne 
think of me?" And when you’ve an¬ 
swered that, search your heart and 
inquire, “Is there really a place call¬ 
ed Grygla, Minnesota? And if so, 
what in the name of Rabis Fabotnik 
am I doing here??" 

Perhaps then we can discuss this 
matter rationally. 




Don't listen to all those nasty peo¬ 
ple who may tell you that CRAZY 
wasn’t wonderful. We thought it was 
brilliant. We especially thought 
Steve Gerber's effort as editor 
worthy of praise. His fearless at¬ 
tacks upon the supposedly sacred 
institutions of our society filled our 
hearts with joy. At last—a magazine 
that speaks its mind boldly, with the 
effervescence of youth and the 
mature judgment of a true intellec¬ 
tual commitment to the betterment 
of our woebegotten world. Our sin¬ 
cere thanks and good wishes for 
your outstanding publication. 

MR. & MRS. L. GERBER 

University City, Mo. 

P.S.: Don’t forget to feed the cats. 
Wear your rubbers when it rains. 
Why don't you call home more of¬ 
ten? Look at the way you’re dress¬ 
ed—you'll bring shame on the whole 
family. Cut your hair. Are you eat- 












































struggle against the reptile, I rea¬ 
soned, though I hadn’t remember¬ 
ed employing that thew to subdue 
the coiling monstrosity. I suppress¬ 
ed the pain and moved ahead to im¬ 
press Dumba. 

Tm a skeptic, an iconoclast, and 
generally obnoxious. The very no¬ 
tion of a jungle queen reeks to me of 
B-movie romanticism, and besides, 

I never shave my underarms or even 
wear support hose!” 

She smiled softly, admiringly, and 
my heart melted. I recalled the line 
from the 1965 Johnny Rivers chart- 
buster, “Secret Agent Man”: Be¬ 
ware of pretty faces that you find/A 


pretty face may hide an evil mind. 

I wondered if my face were pret¬ 
ty. The ol’ thews were aching again, 
and I was feeling more evil by the 
second. I became suspicious of her 
motives. Was this meeting chance or 
connivance? Serendipity or surrep¬ 
titious guile? Business or pleasure? 
Her eyes pierced my soul like twin 
brown daggers, and I bared it all to 
her (all of my soul, that is): 

”MAL WARWICK! He did it-the 
report on education! I tried to stop 
him, but he lives in Berkeley, writes 
science fiction, and you know those 
radicals—give 'em an inch and they’ll 
take Chicago!” 


ing enough? Is it true you’re dating 
a non-Jewish girl? How could you do 
this to us??? Big-time editor! HAH!! 

Aw gee, ma, not in front of every¬ 
body! 

I read with interest the letter from 
my ex-husband, Morton Horton of 
Norton, Nebraska, in the "Take A 
Letter to CRAZY” section of CRAZY 
#13.1 would like to assure both you 
and Morton that I was immensely 
pleased with your publication of my 
earlier letter about our rotten, stu¬ 
pid relationship (CRAZY #12). And 
I hope the whole world has had a 
chance to see how truly puerile a 
man can be. 

Morton never let me be myself. 
Every time I tried to seek my own 
identity and find meaning for my 
life as a woman, Morton clubbed me 
with his pig's foot, bringing pain not 
only to my frail body but to that poor 
toe of pork, as well. Pig’s feet are 
like people. You have to talk to them, 
treat them gently, give them an en¬ 
vironment in which their full poten¬ 
tial as an individual can be attained. 
I repeatedly attempted to convince 
Morton that the pig’s foot belonged 
in a special school, preferably Mon- 
tessori, where it could grow intellec¬ 
tually. Morton never listened. "What 
was good enough for Daddy’s pig’s 
foot is good enough for mine,” he 
used to say. It should be noted that 
his father ate his pig's foot, after it 
had provided him with a lifetime of 
companionship and loyalty. 

So now you know the truth! 
PRISCILLA VAN EEBERDOOTY 
Second Stomach, Illinois 

And that concludes this issue s re¬ 
port from the Heartland. 



I would like to invite all the wom¬ 
en among CRAZY’S readership to 
engage in a strange evening of 
bizarre rituals involving ice cubes 
and peanut butter on September 
17, 1975, at my home. I can guaran¬ 
tee that you’ve never had an experi¬ 
ence like it. I am a respectable re¬ 
tired executive in my early sixties, 
and though I have often been in the 
public eye, and women have found 
me very attractive, just about every¬ 
one agrees I’m even more an impos¬ 
ing figure in the nude. 

ANONYMOUS 
San Clemente, Calif. 

At the request of CRAZY'S Ber¬ 
serk Department. I have analyzed 
the handwriting in the anonymous 
letter you sent me. I have found that 
it is not handwriting at all, but foot- 
writing, and by a slightly swollen 
foot at that. The leftward slant of the 






What? What did I say? That was 
ridiculous. But I continued to spew, 
asif itpoured directly from my thews. 
And thew-spew went like this: 

"ALLEN KUPPERBERG! He drew 
Manthingo'! He’s from Brooklyn! 
He threatened to hold me prisoner 
in a fish market if I didn't give him 
the job! I didn't want to! Honest!" 

Now, I have great respect for both 
Mai and Allen, and I didn't mean a 
word of this. But it appeared to satis¬ 
fy Dumba. She knelt at my feet, bit 
my left calf, and I awoke with a start, 
sadder but wiser, and with no relief 
in sight for my poor, chewed thew. 

How does that grab you, gwangi? 


letters indicates an avaricious per¬ 
sonality; the toeprints indicate ath¬ 
lete’s foot. In addition, the writer is, 
in clinical terminology, sicko in the 
mind. Peanut butter and ice cubes 
indeed! Everyone knows that you 
use mayonnaise with ice cubes! 
Kinky, this one! 

RABIS Q. FABOTNIK (deceased) 

Frogrock, Conn. 
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I wonder if your readers are aware 
of the extreme cruelties perpetrated 
by thousands of hunters yearly on 
the American slug. These black, 
slimy little creatures appear in rural 
areas after rainstorms and hunters 
have been known to step on them 
without remorse in their mindless 
pursuit of bigger game, never stop¬ 
ping to notice whether the slug is 
alive or dead, often allowing it to 
suffer for days before the release of 
oblivion finally arrives. Those in¬ 
terested in protection and preserva¬ 
tion of slugs may write to me or to 
the organization I represent, The 
National Federation for Slug Adora¬ 
tion and Consumption By Mouth, || 
for further information and litera¬ 
ture on the subject. By printing this 
letter, you will be performing a pub- 
lie service. And remember: S.O.S.— jpjj 
SAVE OUR SLUGS! 

YVONNEBHARPH 

Laconic Falls, Michigan 


You! With the alphabet! 
Yes, you— 

TAKE A LETTER TO CRAZY 
Marvel Magazine Group 
575 Madison Avenue 
New York. N.Y. 10022 
— don t hog all 26 for yourself! 










Expect the silly. 

The sensual, the sad the sensual, 
the violent, the redundant, the sensual. 

Expect all that the motion picture screen has never 
been uppity enough to show before. 

Expect the boring. 

Now you are ready for our short subject. 

But you'll never be ready for "Manthingo'V^ 


What can you say about a movie that may well set race relations back 75 years? That it presents an interesting 
picture of the old South when slavery prevailed like anything and the living was queasy? That it's the story of 
a young white dude who marries a white chick at the same time he buys his father a new fighting slave, only 
to find out that his new wife isn't pure and that disgusts him, so he purchases a black wench he knows is pure 
to osh-osh with, only to have his wife, out of revenge, osh-osh with the fighting slave, so he kills both the slave, 
his wife, and their progeny? That the popcorn was stale? Well, one thing we can and will say is that this super- 
controversial flick certainly put our intrepid Crazy reporter through some strange changes! 



Writer: STEVE SKEATES Artist: ALLEN KUPPERBERG 


Murder'em! 


Get some string 


} Maybe I should have brought an | 
athletic Polish date to this movie j 
w so's she could protect me in case 1 
that violence extends off the screen^ 
and into the audience! 


Whew! This certainly is a hostile 
b audience, and we're only on J 
fa the credits, for Gosh sakes! J§ 
























ij iL \ A Once upon a time, in a far off land, there lived a beautiful princess with long 
' jfp blonde hair who wanted to become a waitress at the local diner... but her 
H lii father, the king, put his foot down on her pet hamster and said - 


Hey! What are those darkies up to in there? 
They supposed to be singing themselves to 
sleep with a medley of Stephen Foster 
_ favorites! _ 



Yessuh, massah Honquee! 
But it so horrible we can't 
even mention it in this R- 
rated movie! 


Wha-? Books! aTTV [ 
sorts of books! The Li 
complete Encyclopedia 
Brittanica! I, the Jury! 

The Bite of Monsters! 
Gone with the Wind! 

The Burpee Seed Cata¬ 
logue! 


Fess SS Alfreddynewman! M 

You can read, can't you? LJ 
And... and a plot outline for 
a Shaft paperback! you can 
write, too! 


You zany mad¬ 
cap fools! Don't 
you know what 
they do to nig¬ 
gers who can 
read? 



No, please, massah! Don't y Please, 
force me to hang upside- 
down for four hours watch¬ 
ing Amos and Andy re¬ 
runs! I's won't read any¬ 
more! I's promise! I'll even 
burn my library card! _ 


Okay, massah 
Honquee! 
The jig's up! 


Daddy, suh, I'm gonna have to whup that Alfreddyneuman! I caught him and some 
of the other savages reading... books! 


Why for are they getting so up¬ 
pity? They acts like they don’t 
appreciate the kind way we treats 
them! 


The next thing you know them nig¬ 
gers’ll be wanting black exploi¬ 
tation films, their own T.V. sit¬ 
coms, Ebony magazine, basket- 
ball scholarships..._ 


So what? Neither have 
movies and we’s in one 
of them! 


Now, quit squirming around, foot 
stool, or I'll kick your face in! 


Why, Cousin Honquee, don’t you recong- [_J That’s why I’m here! I crave to have you marry 
nize me? I’m your sadistic Cousin Kra- 
ven, a left-over from last issue’s parody 
of Tommy! Don’t I look sharp? It took 
all my family’s money just to dress me 
up in this foolish, foppish finery! _ 


-;-;-- 1 |--- 

But you’re punishing this I_I Come in 

nigger all wrong! You’re rv—| Rangoon! 

supposed to turn the 

sound up real loud and 

push his face right up , ) 

against the picture tube! Mllllli 


Wow! Look at the set 
on that wench! It’s 
one of them new-fang¬ 
led, yet-to-be-invented 
T.V. sets, ain’t it? 


Are you 
proposing, 
Cousin Honquee? 


Hey! Who do you 
think you are? 
Get your hands off 
my wench's set! 


Wait a minute! Slow down! 
Everything's happening too 
fast! 







































































































































Oh well, while my wife's busy unload- Heyl Waitl A Manthingo! A full- I^T Muh daddy's always wanted one of 

ing the carriage and carrying all them blooded Manthingo! And, he's a big _ them, to hold up the side of the 

heavy parcels up to the honeymoon p^one! A giant-size Manthingo! | | house that's a-falling down! 

suite, I might as well take in this slave —4 I 


Whoo-ee! My head's a-spinning! Last page, 
I never even slow-danced with a white 
woman afore. And now I'm married to one 
and on my honeymoon in New Orleans, 
the city of light! I wish they'd allow more 
pages for these silly parodies! 


He's mine now! He's mine! I bought him! What's 
his name? 



Mud, 

sounds somewhat symbolic and rather 





You're accusing me of some¬ 

thing I never do! I never! I 
never! I did do some 
petting once, but that 
just with my brother! 


I discussed you once too, but 
that's another story! In other 
words, I’m getting out of here 
and'going to one of them dance 
halls and have me a wild time! 

That'll learn yuh! 

















































































































Hey now! Atter ignoring me tor three weeks and a halt in New Orleans, 
I thought you was finally going to take me home to your plantation 
in Knockanwurst! So, howcum we's stopping here? 


M Because there’s a slave here I wants 
]to purchase -Melon, a cute little wench 
I (snicker-snicker, wink-wink, nudge- 
Ail nudge) danced with a few weeks back! 


socket wench! 
That’ll learn yuh 
even more! 
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Well, well and iandsakes alive, Hon- 


quee, mush son! A 
and a socket 
You sure is i 


U AItreddyneuman, show the new missus 
to her quarters! Licorice Bulbous, take 
the Manthingo into the kitchen and 
stuff him full of raw eggs! That oughtta 
prove something! Just what I don't 


And let’s let Ml. w ., 
here for three hours wait¬ 
ing for someone to give 
her orders! That oughtta 



black brother! Stomp on him! 
You've gotta train for the 
big fight-to-the-finish I 
entered you in in New 
Orleans next month! 


Now, waits a minute, massah! I 
can put up with most of the 
degrading comments you’s been 
making! But when you starts 
making jokes about welfare- 
that's a cheap shot! 




Fight! Growl! Snort! 

Act like a filthy 
| animal! It's for your 
i welfare! 



Hmmph! I just 
knew the 
joke was 
gonna show 
up in this 
story soon¬ 
er or later! 
But I was 
hoping the 
author had 
better taste! 


After a hard 
day of train¬ 
ing Mud, I 
loves to 
dance with 
you, Melon! 
Go, baby! 
Socket to me! 


"Socket to 
me"?? Who 
do you think 
I am? Tere¬ 
sa Graves? 
I've never 
even been on 
Laugh-In! 



\ I) 





Isn't it amazing how we have to leave the 
sex scenes out of this G-rated parudy, but 
we can put in all the gratutious violence we 
want? 


blood fights- 
to-the-finish 
here in beauti¬ 
ful downtown 
New Orleans are 
certainly cul¬ 
turally stimula- 
ting! 


your black brother! You beat his gray brains 
_ out! You bit his ears off! _ 


tV LIKE 
TO SUVA 
6AIZPENER 
FOR SAN 

CLEMENTE! 


YJ^OtsX MK£ A 
feUTTERPL// 
ST7N6 UKB A 

'Bee,n'niHuei\ 

FIGHT* AU" 


A&AM! 








































































































Ha! I tricked you into 
dancing with me by 
pretending to wanna tell 
you a story! You can’t resist 
dancing with a white 
woman, can you? You've 
always craved to dance 
with a white woman, 
haven’t you? 


scene 
'symbolizes, don’t 
you? Snicker- 
snicker! Wink- 
wink! 


I don’t know, m'am! If 
you don’t mind me saying 
it, it’s pretty hard to get 
into this! _ 

r___i_~ 

If only there was some 
soul music in the 
background! 


What are you doing with you feet in | [ Wait! What’s this 
that bucket? You been dancing, _around you neck! 


haven’t you? Haven't you? They's 
callouses on your feet, aren’t there? 
Aren't there? 


Looks like a high 
school ring! 










































































































































hirst, you, wite-ao you lv 
knows what the punishment — 
is for dancing with a black 
man, no matter how sure¬ 
footed he is? You gotta drink 
this toddy—this hot toddy— 
and I do mean hot! 4 


SVIN66R? 



uuii i wuuy, iviuuu — 

(notice how I calls him 
by his full name instead 
of that degrading short¬ 
ened version)-1 saves 
you! 


hiiu uuw, yuu, iviuu —aim 
this time your name really 
is Mud! I going to force 
you to get into that vat 
of scalding water so's 
I can make fudge outta 
you! That oughtta learn 


riedDe, nidobdii! 

No! You don’t un¬ 
derstand! It her 
idea! I never once 
lead while we was 



That it, boss! You insulted 
me for the last time! Now, 
I’s turning the gun on you! 


I’s not gonna let 
him kill yuh and 
sell yuh at the 
Church Social! 


Alfreddyneuman, you give Honquee back that gun 
so's he can get on with the killing! You hear me, 
you stupid, dumb, uneducated, ignorant, and rath- 
_er paunchy nigger, you!_ 


/* 



Unngh! Per¬ 
haps, I should 
have left out 



Hang the 
honkies 
up by 
their 
thumbs! 


Yes, yes! Now kill 
the young one too! 
I’m convinced-white 
people stink! 


Kill 

all 

them 

lousy 

whites! 


Landsakes! 
























































































News from around the world, around the nation, 
around the corner, and under the table. 



HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT . . . Fred Ferd, a grocery store 
owner here, was roused from his sleep early this 
morning by police, who informed him that his store 
had been burglarized. No specific motive for the 
crime could be determined. Mr. Ferd found nothing 
missing from the premises except his guard dog's food 
dish. The dog was asleep in the back room and showed 
no interest in the whole episode. After a check of all 
the locks, it was discovered that the burglar gained 
entrance to the store by driving a pick-up truck 
through the front window. This was further 
substantiated by the discovery of a smashed pick-up 
truck with its front end covered with broccoli and 
cat litter just two blocks from the store. Police are 
still investigating the matter. More to follow . . . 

CAIRO, EGYPT . . . Oil sheik Ahmad Ahem Kachoohi today 
announced the development of a new source of energy 
by his nation's technologists. The process makes 
possible the creation of crude natural gas from the 
excess stomach acid of his employees. Sheik Kachoohi 
believes that the output from his plant, now under 
construction, will exceed 200 million cubic feet per 
day, or enough gas to keep the subways of Cairo 
running for a week. Kachoohi believes the installation 
of a Sicko Taco stand on the plant facilities may 
triple the projected output. 

HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT . . . UPDATE . . . UPDATE . . . 
Hartford police have moved a step closer to solving 
the bizarre break-in at the Ferd Market. The pick-up 
truck believed to be the implement by which the 
burglar gained entrance to the store apparently was 
stolen earlier this evening from the Hartford Haven 
for Wayward Primates, located in nearby Trenton, New 
Jersey. A rhesus monkey was reported missing from the 
Haven, and police computer-checks have revealed that 
the simian suspect holds driver's licenses in twelve 
states. A house-to-house search of the neighborhood 
has begun, and results are expected soon. 


PEORIA, ILLINOIS ... No news today. City closed in 
celebration of the fifth anniversary of the discovery 
of Fatty Arbuckle's diary. 

HOGFACE, NEVADA .... A new form of gambling is gaining 
popularity in this piggish suburb of Las Vegas. Tom 
Boredome, a loco weed grower and part-time rodeo 
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cowboy, is credited with inventing the new game in 
which participants bet on how many times a chicken 
can withstand being stepped on by a 400-pound Angus 
steer. Odds are determined by betting either on 
instant death or a particular injury. A broken neck 
pays even money; a broken back pays two-to-one; and 
internal injuries pay from two- up to 35-to-one, 
depending on their likelihood. The mayor of Hogface, 
the Hon. Horatio Sledge, feels the new game may 
replace the still-popular but barbaric cock-fighting 
matches and bring thousands of dollars of tourist 
revenue annually to Hogface. The American Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Chickens is taking time 
out from their anti-school busing crusade to campaign 
against the game and force the Nevada legislature to 
declare it illegal. "If you was a chicken," said 
ASPCC chairman R.I. Redd, "which'd you rather be— 
decapitated or trampled? I know which I'd want!" 

RAJATURIJIS, INDIA . . . The Indian parliament has 
undertaken to solve this country's most pressing 
problem of the century. Overshadowing population woes, 
malnutrition, and draught is the impending rag 
shortage facing the nation's 48 million beggars. "Rags 
play an important part in India's campaign for a 
public relations profile of poverty," explained 
Zwidi Puy Swetshurtansoks, the nation's Minister of 
Panhandling. "The unclothed body, even with the ribs 
protruding through the flesh, does not create the 
same effect in photographs. Westerners believe we 
have merely been lying too long on our nails." It is 
suspected that a massive rag-smuggling ring is 
operating in India and shipping the already-scarce 
bits of cloth to the United States to be sold as 
Handi-Wipes by organized crime. Indian officials may 
try to establish a trade agreement with the U.S. 
whereby India will import the sorely needed rags in 
exchange for cattle exported to America for purposes 
of worship. India's masses remain unaware of the 
occasional beef shortages in the United States. Hare 
Krishna. 

HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT . . . UPDATE . . . UPDATE . . . 

Police have taken into custody the escaped monkey and 
charged it with one count of burglary and forty- 
seven counts of vandalism in the break-in at Ferd's 
Foods. The suspect was found hiding in a confessional 
at the Hartford First Church of the Seventh-Day 
Orangutan, where he had confessed his crime to a 
priest and agreed to a guilty plea in return for 
leniency from the courts a reduction in the number of 
"Hail Darwin's" he would have to say to atone for his 
sin. 

Mr. Ferd is reportedly willing to forget the whole 
incident if the monkey will pay damages and clean up 
the market. Police Chief O'Neill is pleased by the 
turn of events. "Once again," he stated, "the American 
system of innocent-until-proven-guilty has been 
circumvented and costly trial proceedings have been 
avoided. The last thing we needed in this town was a 
monkey trial." 

But the Hartford chapter of the American Simian 
Liberties Union is reportedly outraged at the outcome. 
The ASLU believes that had the monkey not come from a 
wealthy family, he would have been convicted and 
jailed. The monkey has denied these allegations. 
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The area of a right triangle is equal to the square of the hypotenuse plus the sum of the other two sides...or is it the product 
of the other two sides? ... divided by pi? ... no, wait, the pi was from home ec class ... and boy, was it an ecchy pil... nothing to 
write home about. •. except in comp class, where every dull subject is grist for the mill of the hypotenuse ... 
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Each year among the Wanukitata, a primitive South Seas community ( jeering tribal elders herd the 
young at spear-point into a pit teeming with deadly snakes. Three years later, they unseal the pit to 
learn which of their offspring have survived the experience. 

The Wanukitata call this a puberty rite. In this country, it's called high school. The only difference is 
that the young South Sea Islanders know exactly what they're getting into. 

Now, in the interest of closing this preparedness gap and increasing our newsstand sales, we offer 
American youth our own helpful hints on... 


how to SURVIVE 

TOUR EDUCATION 



Writer: MAL WARWICK 



























































Is Survival in School a Viable Possibility? 



Farley Fidget, '73, asks, “Where would I be with¬ 
out what I learned from John Dewey High?” 



“High School teaches you to make your own 
choices in life,” says Wilhelmina Wimp, '67. “At 
least I think it does. Or, on the other hand, may¬ 
be it doesn’t?” 



“John Dewey teached me the facts of life,” claims 
Gary Greaser, ’71, “and I’ll learn them to you for 
only $99 down, $99 a month.” 
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“Can it be done?” you may ask. “Can the aver¬ 
age American teenager survive the rigors of to¬ 
day’s high schools unassisted?” After all, of the 
four hundred eighty-three million Americans 
who have entered high school in this century, 
only thirty-four percent are still alive. 

Well, CRAZY wants you to know that not only 
do many survive high school, but some even 
learn sbmething from it! 

Take Farley Fidget, for example. In search of 
survival tips for today’s aspiring highschoolers, 
we turned first to this illustrious 1973 graduate 
of John Dewey High because his name is still so 
prominent in the news, months after the tragic 
Market Street mass sniping in which he played so 
central a role. 

Contacted in his Death Row cell at Mulberry 
Farms Institution for Boys, Mr. Fidget eagerly 
showed us the books, the notebooks, the diplomas 
for the numberless correspondence courses 
through which, even today, he continues his un¬ 
stoppable quest for knowledge. “Raising Rodents 
on a Shoestring” and “Molecular Physics Made 
Easy” seemed particular favorites of his, and we 
asked him why. 

“I got a hundred on the final exams,” he said 
proudly, shifting his eyes from side to side. “See, 
I didn’t learn much in high school, but boy did I 
learn how to take tests!” 

Next we turned to Ms. Wilhemina Wimp, ’67, 
well-known to the psychiatric community as As¬ 
sistant Librarian in the medical school’s College 
of Neuroses and Psychoses. In the course of a 
busy schedule stacking and restacking the books 
in the College collection, Ms. Wimp graciously 
responded to that question so very much on our 
mind: “What did you learn from your years at 
John Dewey that would help today’s high school 
students survive the experience?” 

“High school?” she said tentatively, furrowing 
her brow as an inconsiderate psychiatrist re¬ 
moved a volume from a stack she had straight¬ 
ened only moments ago. “High school?” 

Pressed for an example, Ms. Wimp grimly ex¬ 
plained while restraightening the stack, “In high 
school, you learn to be very neat.” 

But it was on Greaser Motors Lot #74 that we 
came across what may well be the most useful 
and revealing lesson about high school that a 
recent graduate can offer. The advice came from 
Gary Greaser, voted “Most Likely to Fail” by the 
Class of 1971. 

“Hell,” he said, scanning the ranks of his cars 
stretching out to the horizon, “I didn’t pay no 
attention to classes or nothing, but I learned a 
lot. I mean, hell, look around you—and I owe it 
all to good old John Dewey. Because I’ll tell you, 
mac, what you learn in high school is, you learn 
what you can get away with.” 

Suddenly, it all became clear. What each of 
these three successful recent graduates was try¬ 
ing to tell us was that what they learned from 
their struggle to survive high school was, above 
all else, one crucial thing: they learned how to 
survive. 

“You do whatever it takes,” Mr. Greaser said 
with a chuckle as we left him. “Because I’ll tell 
you something else. Soon as you’re out of high 
school and on your own, they can’t do nothing to 
you. I mean, look at Richard Nixon!” 































HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR EDUCATION 

Everything you always wanted to know 
about school but had too much sense to ask 

At John Dewey High School, as at many other schools throughout the land, returning students are greet¬ 
ed each fall with a curiously confusing document known as the school orientation booklet. Written and 
published in 1876, this exercise in self-indulgence on the part of the school bureaucracy contains, among 
many other useless features, a series of “often-asked questions” complete with manufactured answers 
which themselves are questionable at best. Here, then, as part of CRAZY’s survival manual for the har¬ 
ried high school student, we present the questions real people ask about school —and the answers they 
so richly deserve. 


Q: What do they really teach 
you in sex education? 

A: Nothing you couldn’t learn 
in sixty seconds from Nancy 
Jean Strumpet. 

Q: Well, how do I get to meet 
Nancy Jean Strumpet? 

A: Take sex education. She’s in 
the course, because she 
thinks she’s going to learn 
something from it. 

Q: Suppose I really get to meet 
Nancy Jean Strumpet. What 
do I do then? 

A: Forget her. This is supposed 
to be about surviving high 
school, not about how to get 
into trouble. 



Q: I don’t see the * difference. 

A: The difference is, with Nan¬ 
cy Jean you’ll get into trou¬ 
ble before the year is out and 
you won’t be able to go to col¬ 
lege, where you could get in¬ 
to trouble instead with some¬ 
one your parents approve of. 
Now ask me a question about 
school. 

Q: Oh, all right. Why do I have 
to take English? 

A: Have you ever heard of a high 
school graduate speaking Ur¬ 
du or Tagalog? 

Q: Well, what about gym? Why 
do I have to take gym if I’m 
going to college? 

A: Surprise! You’ll be taking 
gym in college too, so you’d 
better get used to it. It’s hu¬ 
miliating to flunk out of col¬ 
lege because you don’t want 
people to see you naked in 
the shower. 



Q: Tell me about lockers now. 
How do I get a locker where 
the door doesn’t jam all the 
time? 

A: Wait until after school so 
you can find that row of great 
new lockers under the stairs 
where they put all the fresh¬ 
men. Then borrow a hacksaw 
from the metalworking shop 
and use your imagination. 

Q: I think my imagination’s my 
biggest trouble. With my 
luck. I’ll pick on Buck Shin- 
glepecker’s locker. What 
happens then? 

A: Look, you came to school for 
an education, didn’t you? 

Q: Is it really true what they 
say about Buck Shinglepeck- 
er? 

A: Don’t ask. If your luck’s as 
bad as you say it is, he’ll 
hear you, and whether it’s 
true or not, he won’t under¬ 
stand. 

Q: Is it really all right if I bring 
my own lunch to school? 

A: Of course! The cook in the 
school cafeteria will merely 
poison one of your friends 
every day until you’re back 
in line. She really believes in 
meatloaf and Fresh Garden 
Peas. Now what else do you 
want to know? 


Q: Do I have to attend assem¬ 
blies? 

A: Usually you can sneak away 
in time, but be very careful 
because that’s when the 
teachers get together in the 
lounge to talk about all their 
students. 

Q: You mean, maybe they’ll 
hear me sneaking down the 
hall? 

A: No. You’ll hear them — and, 
believe me, you don’t want to 
hear what they’re saying 
about you. Remember that 
earnest little PS you wrote 
to Miss Boxx on the bottom 
of your midterm? Well, she’s 
laughing about it with Mr. 
Cool right now. He’s that 
new social studies teacher 
with the chin, and if you 
think you’re hung up on Miss 
Boxx, you should see what 
he does to her. 



Q: So what you’re trying to tell 
me is, teachers like Miss Boxx 
aren’t interested in kids? 


A: No. What I’m telling you is, 
she isn’t interested in you. 
You should have seen her 
last year, when she had Buck 
Shinglepecker in her class. 

Q: I think I understand what 
you’re getting at. 

A: Exactly! Everything you fear 
the most about high school 
is true. 
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HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR EDUCATION 


Smallpox is better than what these people can do to you! 

Many high school students naively believe that the guiding principle in the lives of teachers and school 
administrators is to make life impossible for everyone under the age of eighteen. Nothing could be fur¬ 
ther from the truth. The undistinguished dullards who preside over the offices and classrooms of John 
Dewey High School are, like their students, merely serving out their time. They make life impossible 
for everyone under the age of eighteen only because they don’t know what the hell they’re doing. But 
behind the scenes, in the nooks and crannies of old John Dewey— and in thousands of other high schools 
throughout the nation—are the people who really want to make your life miserable. 



Don’t try complaining to the 
elusive Sheldon B. Bluster, 
Superintendent of Schools, if 
your school is falling apart at 
the seams. His friends, who built 
it, have a contract to build a 
new one. 



Dudley Stripclutch, who drives 
the bus, hates all kids regard¬ 
less of race, color or creed, but 
parents never believe that be¬ 
cause he always smiles at them. 



build that new basketball 
court? Don’t tell “Stretch” Knee- 
jerk, the basketball coach, or 
he’ll have them build you into 
the floor, no matter what you 
learned about democracy. 



Avoid this person. Do not ask 
his name. Do not ask what he’s 
doing in school, or what he 
does with that funny little chain. 
Do not even think about what 
he can do to you. But he’ll prob¬ 
ably do it anyway. 



It’s “Dusty” Feinstein who runs 
the school at night. That’s when 
he jams all the locker doors and 
puts an extra coat of wax on 
that hallway floor where you 
broke your leg last year. 




ask Velma Vapid to re¬ 
peat that basketball schedule 
she was mumbling over the PA 
system, or shell squeal the 
mike even longer the next time 
she’s on the air. 
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Why is this woman smiling? 
Why is she unclothed? What is 
she doing in an article about 
high school? And why did you 
read this blurb first? 




If Penelope Prig, R.N., says you 
have gout or arthritis, take her 
word for it, because if you don’t 
she’ll make sure you get them. 
Then she’ll give you the aspirin 


Carrie Cholera wouldn’t be 
caught dead eating her own 
food in the school cafeteria, but 
you will be, if she can do any¬ 
thing about it. What’s even 
worse, she’ll make you eat her 
Peach Cobbler! 























HOW TO sun VIVE YOUR EDUCATION 


Now There s An Answer 
To All Those Tests! 

The overwhelming majority of high school 
students are firmly convinced that the best way 
to succeed at taking tests is to give the correct 
answers. Even some teachers believe this. 

But let’s look at this approach in the light of 
reality. 

Consider, for example, this typical question on 
a midterm in a junior-year physics course: 



Anson Snark (A), a champion trick-diver, des¬ 
cends through the air at 32 ft/sec 2 toward a tub 
of water (B). If the temperature is 58° F., and 
Anson was 100' in the air when he jumped, at 
what time will the water evaporate? 


Obviously, this is one of those trick questions 
where much vital information has been left out. 
We don’t know how Anson got up that ladder — 
if that’s what it really is —and we don’t even know 
why he jumped if it’s so cold outside! Anyway, 
we have only the teacher’s word for all of this, 
and if the way he did that drawing is any meas¬ 
ure of his powers of observation, the chances are 
that Anson isn’t even a he. Nevertheless, most 
students will do their best to answer the ques¬ 
tion correctly—with the result, of course, that 
they are well along the way to acne, ulcers, or a 
stroke before Anson gets into the water. 

But there is no longer any need for these stu¬ 
dents to court premature death. 

Yes, now there is a sure-fire method to beat 
those tests, amaze your teachers and friends, 
and eliminate facial blemishes permanently in 
90 days. 

Every question on every test, without excep¬ 
tion, is answerable with the following sentence: 
“The perceptiveness displayed in your prepara¬ 
tion of this exam, Mr./Ms./Mrs. (Teacher’s Name), 
is irrefutable evidence that full tenure is your 
God-given right.” 

Memorize that bit of prose. Right now. And 
understand its implications. For you, exams may 
be torture; for them, it’s just part of their job. 
That was an unacceptable excuse at Nuremberg. 
There’s no reason you have to stand for it in 
school. 


Things to Watch Out for inTextbooks 

1. Omissions. You may have wondered about 
those history texts that mysteriously end 
in 1947 before everything important hap¬ 
pened . . . those science books they still 
use, even though they’ve discovered that 
everything in the books is wrong . . . those 
frank little volumes on sex education that 
tell you everything except what you’re 
supposed to do. Well, the reason they 
leave all these things out of textbooks is 
really very simple: they don’t want you to 
know. As soon as you realize this, you 
can develop a healthy atitude about text¬ 
books and read something that makes 
more sense. We recommend the next issue 
of CRAZY. 

2. Personal notes. Those messages Nancy 
Jean Strumpet wrote in the flyleaf when 
she had the book last year are not intend¬ 
ed for you. Do not buy her that anklet 
she wants. Do not wait by the flagpole 
Wednesday night at 8:00. Do not call that 
clinic in Nfcw York City to see if she’s tell¬ 
ing the truth. 

3. Ego-deflators. Don’t make the mistake of 
believing that those questions at the end 
of each chapter have anything to do with 
the text. The answers to those questions 
are found only in the teacher’s guide to 
the course, and she has to look them up, 
too. 

4. More omissions. Buck Shinglepecker did 
not tear out those four pages you found 
were missing from your algebra text after 
he ripped off the book. The publisher de¬ 
liberately left them out because those 
four pages were the only part of the book 
that told the truth about algebra. You 
might as well just throw the text away— 
but be sure to keep the cover, so you can 
disguise that pornographic novel you’ve 
been carrying around in your pocket for 
weeks. 

The 

All-Purpose 
Textbook 

Keep this volume handy in your locker at 
all times to cover your embarrassment when 
you’ve forgotten your books at home. Note 
the clever way in which our mail-order de¬ 
partment has obliterated the crucial word 
of the title by hand, so that — whichever 
class you’re going to —your teacher will be 
convinced you’ve been studying hard for 
her class. Don’t bother to look inside, how¬ 
ever. This book, like all other textbooks, 
was written pseudonymously be Miss Doro¬ 
thea Dither, Ll.D., of Sheepdip, Wyoming, 
and it’s wise not to believe a single word 
she says. (Modern, 474 pgs., sagging hard¬ 
cover, available from Underachiever Books, 
New York, SI.95. With pages: $15.95.) 
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HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR EDUCATION 

Know Your Way Around School! 

Typically, school orientation booklets omit all the really valuable information about the 
institution’s geography. Study this diagram carefully. Then, when you know what to look for, 
you and your friends can prepare a similar cartological reference source for your own school. 



1. The front hallway. This is the one where 
the janitor applies an extra coat of wax 
every night, so walk slowly even if you’re 
a little late to school. 

2. The bench where you wait to see the 
principal because you were dawdling in 
the front hallway. 

3. The mailboxes where all the teachers 
come to look at you when you’re waiting 
principal. 

4. Miss Pillory’s desk. She’s the one who’s 
there to make sure that you really squirm 
when you’re waiting to see the principal. 

5. The principal’s office. The books on the 
shelves may have titles like The COOPERA¬ 
TIVE Road to Education and Kindness Goes 
a Long Way, but inside his desk (6) he’s 
got the others on New Discoveries on the 
Rack and The Korean Knuckle-Torture. 

7. The principal’s real office. This is where he 
has his bar and all his pinups. There’s also 
a couch (8), where he’ll ge back to Sleep af¬ 
ter he’s finally let you go to class. 

9-33. Classrooms. Note that 14-33 have no win¬ 
dows; the science labs are in 14-18, so if 
you have an ounce of sense in your head, 
you’ll either take Home Economics instead 
(35-36) or flee out the back door (34) when 
Mr. Bunsen, the chemistry teacher tells 
you for the fifth week in a row that there’s 
no gas leak in his lab. Note also that the 
study halls (24-28) and the library (33) are 
directly opposite the hallway from the car¬ 


pentry and metalworking shops (37-38) 
and the room where the marching band 
practices (39). 

40-44. These may be classrooms also, but the 
doors are always closed and no one talks 
about what goes on in there. It’s no use 
trying to peek in through the windows from 
the walkway out back (45), because that’s 
where Buck Shinglepecker hangs out dur¬ 
ing the day. 

46. The auditorium. This room was carefully 
designed according to principles of acous¬ 
tics formulated in 1864, so that the noise 
from the metalworking shop and the band 
room that’s been bugging you so much is 
carried directly through the second floor 
to your seat in fifth-row center, so you 
might as well forget about cutting study 
hall or the library and attempting to study 
here instead. Maybe you’re better off out 
back with Buck Shingelpecker. 

47. The teachers’ lounge. As in rooms 40-44, 
no one is quite sure what the teachers do 
in here, but at least the door (48) is usually 
unlocked so you can go in and take a look 
around if you wish. This is not advised, 
however, since someone in last year’s sen¬ 
ior class tried it, and no one has ever seen 
him since. 

49. These are the lockers you can’t get open 
without a can-opener or a blowtorch. 

50-51. The offices of the Deans of Boys and^.Girls, 
respectively. She’s easy to get along with 
if you join the Stamp Club, but you know 
what they say about him. 
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HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR EDUCATION 




1. Curiosity 

You’re dozing off in American history class when, 
all of a sudden, you hear Mr. Dodder saying, 44 . . . 
but Abraham Lincoln wasn’t a midget.” Now, 
you know that Abraham Lincoln was a midget 
because Miss Beaver told you so last year, but 
don’t make the mistake of asking Mr. Dodder 
what he means. He doesn’t know what he means, 
and to prove it he’ll give you half-a-dozen books 
on Abraham Lincoln and another ten on midgets. 
When you’ve read them all because he’ll give you 
a C no matter what if you don’t, he’ll tell you 
about his trip to Gettysburg in 1923. Obviously, 
you’d be better off just keeping your mouth shut 
in the first place. Always remember that high 
school is no place to ask questions, because the 
answers you get will almost certainly be the ones 
you least want to hear. 

2. Optimism 

Spanish class is over, but Henrietta Heavenly 
has been wiggling around across the aisle ever 
since it started, and you’re still sitting with your 
legs tightly crossed because you’re afraid every¬ 
one will laugh if you stand up. Be sensible; cut 
your next class if necessary, because you’re right. 
That’s why Henrietta was wiggling around in the 
first place, and she’s out in the hallway with her 
girlfriends now, just waiting for you to walk out. 

3. Friendship 

The last bell of the day has sounded, and you’re 
on your way home when Dewey Yakamoto pulls 
you aside to explain that all the guys are going 
to protest the school dress code tomorrow by 
wearing nothing but jockstraps and sunglasses. 
Dewey is the class president, the captain of the 
squash team, and the best friend you’ve ever had, 
but don’t believe him for a minute. Those little 
red pills he gave you last month were not Dyna- 
Mints, remember? 


4. Morality 

Mr. Doolittle has just announced a big English 
test for tomorrow, and Nancy Jean Strumpet 
passes you a note to tell you she’ll be your friend 
if you’ll help her out. She means exactly what 
you think she means; there’s no danger at all that 
she doesn’t. The danger is what she’ll do if you 
turn her down, because if you force her to go see 
Mr. Doolittle tonight instead, she’ll make sure 
that he flunks you. 

5. Trust 

You want to go to Harvard, but that hip young 
counselor the school hired last year is trying to 
talk you out of it. He says your grades aren’t 
good enough, and he’s probably right —but don’t 
take his advice and apply to. Wendell Willkie 
State instead, because that’s the college that 
gives him the biggest kickback for every appli¬ 
cation. Never forget that this is the guy who 
told you that your aptitude test indicates you’re 
suited to a career as a mercenary soldier. Anyway, 
Wendell Willkie State doesn’t have a Department 
of Ichthyology, no matter what he says, 

6. Self-confidence 

You’re in the locker room after gym class, and 
Buck Shinglepecker is getting undressed a few 
feet away. You’ve always wondered if what they 
say about him is true, but don’t look—it probably 
is. Remember, though: ten years from now, you’ll 
be happily married, have two healthy kids, and 
own a nice little home in the suburbs —while he’s 
making it with every female in sight. 


Avoid These Six Deadly Traps in School! 
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HOW TO SURVIVE YOUR EDUCATION 


... and ii you survive high school, remember— 



you PAY for what they do to you in college! 
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HISTORY of MOOSEKIND 




PART XIV- 
THE FIRST 
100 YEARS 

Continuing a bicentennial excur¬ 
sion through the annals of American 
history with Dr. Melville Moose. USDA, 
SMCH, GOH. CHA, noted archeologist, 
paleontologist and dixiologist. A Civil 
War enthusiast. Dr. Moose is recog¬ 
nized as one of the world's leading 
authorities on Bull runs. 

During the first 100 years the key 
to the growth of the United Herds of 
America was westward expansion. 
Trappers, traders, and mountain men 
like MOOWIS AND CLUCK. JEDEDIAH 
SMOOTHE, and KIT COWSON, inventors 
like ROBERT BULLTON (who built the 
steamboat CLERMOOSE). and soldiers 
like JOHN C. FURMONT, SAM EWESTON, 
and ULYSSES S. GRANTLER. led the 
way for the coming flood of pioneers. 

Grass hungry mooses chomped their 
way into the southwest even though 
those pastures belonged to Mexico. 

In 1846 FURMONT strengthened the 
American hold on northern Califor¬ 
nia. By 1847 southern California was 
captured. By 1848 all of the south¬ 
west was ceded by Mexico to the 
United Herds of America. 



IEDEDIAH SMOOTHE 



HORSE GREELY said "Go west young moose." 





MOOWIS AND CLUCK 


JOHN C. FURMONT and KIT COWSON 


In 1848 gold was discovered in California 
and westward expansion was supplemented 
by an immigration of mooses from all over 
the world. A year later the gold rush was 
on as '49ers arrived by land and sea. 

California’s Barbary Coast was soon 
infested with escaped convicts from Aus¬ 
tralia known as the Sydney Bucks. 

In Chinatown, an underworld agency 
called the TUNGS was formed. Opposing 
groups clashed in the TUNG WARS of 1860- 
1897. 



Hatchet Mooses during the Tung Wars 



SAM EWESTON 


ULYSSES S. GRANTLER 


Writer & Artist: BOB FOSTER 




























































Survivors of the OUNGER PARTY 
arrived in California in 1847. 



IOAQUIN MURRIENTLA, 
bandit-hero of the 
California gold rush. 







THE PUNY EXPRESS spread the mail between 
Missouri and California from April of 1860 
to October of 1861. 






MOBY MOOSE 


One of the earliest films made was 
an adaptation of Harriet Beecher 
Moo's UNCLE TOM S BARN 


The question of MOOSE-SLAVERY 
was a growing one. 

in the 18th century more and more 
slave-mooses were used on southern 
plantations. Northern opposition to 
slavery resulted in the South's threat 
to secede from the Union. 

When ABE LINKHORN was elected 
President of the United Herds of Amer¬ 
ica eleven of the southern herds did 
secede and form the CONFEDERATE 
HERDS of AMERICA with H00FERS0N 
DAVIS as President. 


SLAVE-MOOSES were the major work 
force on the southern cotton 
plantations. 


As the nation grew so did its con¬ 
tributions to the arts and sciences. 
The world was introduced to new au¬ 
thors and works of literature like 
‘THE TELL-TALE HERD" by EDGAR AL¬ 
LEN DOE. "RIP VAN MOOSLE' 1 by 
MOOSHINGTON DEERVING, "UNCLE 
TOM S BARN" by HARRIET BEECHER 
MOO, and "MOBY MOOSE” by HER¬ 
MAN M00VILLE. 

in 1836 SAMUEL F.B. MOOSE cre¬ 
ated the MOOSE CODE. 

On the other hoof, not everything 
was going smoothly with the new 
nation. 

A situation that began in the 1400's 
was coming to a boil, soon to cul¬ 
minate in THE WAR BETWEEN THE 
HERDS. 


SAMUEL F.B. MOOSE 


EDGAR ALLEN BOE 


RIP VAN MOOSLE 













































When the Union Army tried to gel a supply of hay and barley 
to its troops at FORT SOOMTER Confederate mooses fired on 
the fort. This marked the start of the War Between the Herds. 


HOOFERSON 


Confederate ship the MERRIMOOS engaged in a sea-battle that marked the 
end of the era of wooden warships. . 


After the war a pro-slavery terrorist group 
known as the ROW KLUX KROWD was born. 



Uniform of the 
Union soldier 


Three great 
Union Generals 



SHERMOOSE 



ULYSSES S. 
GRANTLER 


Three great 
Confederate Generals 



ROBERT E. 
LIEBERMOOSE 



Uniform of the 
Confederate soldier 
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On April 9. 1865 General Robert E. 
Liebermoose and the Confederate Army 
surrendered to Union General Ulysses 
S. Grantler at Appamoosox. 

Five days later an actor named 
JOHN WILKES MOOTH assassinated 
President Linkhorn as he watched a 
play at the FHERD THEATER. (RIGHT): 
After shooting Linkhorn, Mooth, in a 
spontaneous cameo appearance, jump¬ 
ed to the theater stage to complete 
Act Two. He received a polite round 
of applause as the curtain came down 
on him and his act. 

In 1868 Grantler was elected Pres¬ 
ident. 




After the war old army scouts and other colorful characters became well known throughout the west. 


BUFFALO 


BELLE STEER 


ABOVE: LITTLE BIG HOOF 
was the sight of 
General Cudster's last 
stand as he and his 
troops were defeated 
by CHIEF SQUATTING BULL, 
|une 25, 1876. 


RIGHT: Dr. Moose visits 
Fort Soomter 



On May 10, 1869 the "Golden Spike" was driven at 
PROMANTLERY, a ceremony that heralded the completion of the 
transcontinental railroad. 
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"C'mon va twit, what're ya doin' still In the showers when the bell's gonna ring any minute, an'—FAR OUTII Hey, guys, look who's 
in the shower with Pete! It's Mary Lou Leadlip!" Pete should be so lucky. Chances are, he stayed in the shower hoping to drown, 


driven mad by the ... 
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EAIMY TAXES 


once upon a time, many 
yeaRs ago, theRe liveP a 
Beautiful pRincess. eveRy Pay ' 
this pRincess woulp walk into 
heR lovely gaRPen anP sit j 

among the Beautiful floweRS. 






she spent many happy houRS 
in this gaRPen, But she was 
not alone. fOR in the gaRPen, 
unBeknownst to the Beautiful 
pRincess, theRe was a fRog. 


the fRog woulp hiPe quietly Beneath the 
Rose petals anP gaze lovingly at the 
PRincess. his heaRt acheP, fOR he wanteP to 
call out to heR. But he was just a fRog, anP 
he knew to Po such a thing woulP only 
fRighten heR away fOReveR. so, Pay afteR 
Pay, he stayeP hiPPen Beneath the Rose 
petals, content at least to look at heR ... 
anP PReam. 




one Pay, an ant, who haP Been OBseRving 
all of this, spoke to the fRog. 

“fRog, it is obvious to me you 
love the Beautiful pRincess. 
why not tell heR how you 
feel?" 
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“nay, nay, smaLL ant,” pRotested the 
fRoq, “to do so wouLd only fRiqhten 
heR away, as you can see foR youRself, 

W i am just an uqLy fRoq." 

' /■■. 

,, \W —* . . i r . Jr. 

M\K'& 

“i see nothinq of the kind,” Replied the 
ant. “you aRe a veRy qoo b and qeneROus 
cReatuRe. you wish nothinq moRe than to 
qive of the Love that you hold in youR heaRt. V7 

“someone who has so pRecious 
a qift can neveR Be uqly. tell 
heR fRoq, telL heR of youR Love." 

the fRoq thouqht foR a moment, and 
then with a qleam in his eye said, 


“thank you, ant. you aRe a veRy 
wise ant indeed. i shall teLL heR. 
i shall tell heR today!” 






)) LateR that afteRnoon, the Beautiful 
pRincess RetuRned once aqain to heR 
qaRden. aLL at once the fRoq Leaped out at 
heR feet, and the Beautiful pRincess did not 
Run. instead she stepped on the fRoq, and 
BRoke eveRy Bone in his Body. 


moRal: 
what the 
hell does 
an ant 






know? 
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In school, you re taught to appreciate Great Literature. Teachers accomplish this by forcing the works of 
the masters down your throat, whether you're interested in them or not, and then microscopically dissect¬ 
ing the symbolism of those great works in an endless series of boring lectures based solely on their own 
opinions. No wonder you hate to read! No wonder you'll probably pass right by this weird little offering! 
Too many words! Or... maybe we're mistaken? Maybe education hasn't succeeded in teaching you that 
only sissies read for pleasure! There's only one way to find out, ain’t there? 

. .AND THE BIRDS HUMMED DIRGES 
A Tale of Life, Death, and a 


Banana 

















I was quite upset with Terri when she died. I mean, 
she hadn't even spoken to me about it. She departed 
without my blessing. Maybe my blessing didn't matter 
to her. 

In any event, I was expected to attend the funeral. I 
hate funerals. In general, I find them pretentious and 
depressing. Not to mention hypocritical. All those rela¬ 
tives and business associates and next-door neighbors 
weeping over a hunk of dead meat they never had time 
for when it was alive. All those solemn, high-sounding 
words, recited by a clergyman who likely never met 
the topic of the speech, all that empty, vacuous, vapid 
praise, intoned so somberly while the union gravedig¬ 
gers lean on their shovels and look on bored. 

I don't think I'd mind if the news of a person’s death 
weren’t even made public until, say, a year after the 
fact. People might be freer to express their real reac¬ 
tions, then. The "oh, I'm so sorry" and "he was such a 
good man" forms of sympathy might finally disappear. 

Getting back to Terri, though, I’m becoming more and 
more convinced that stepping out in front of that car 
was the best thing she could have done. True, the forty- 
five-mile-per-hour impact must have shattered her per 
feet posture and drastically reapportioned her excel¬ 
lent proportions. And it probably twisted her face into 
a very un-Terri-like squirmish expression. But nonethe¬ 
less, I think it was for the best. 

I was considering doing the same thing myself a few 
weeks ago, but final exams were coming up, so I post¬ 
poned it. In that respect, Terri's death was sad. June is 
a month for spiritual reawakening, a month for making 
love, not for dying. August is better for dying. You can 
use it as a release from the heat. Still, a coffin is prob¬ 
ably quite hot and muggy, so it might be best to wait un¬ 
til October or November. Maybe February, right after 
Valentine's Day. 

That was when Deirdre died. As I recall, she was very 
satisfied. Of course, she was cremated, so the weather 
really didn’t matter much. She was a firm believer in 
ashes to ashes. She requested her remains be placed 
in an urn with twenty cigarette butts and dumped from a 
helicopter over Winston-Salem, North Carolina. Her 
parents loved her, and they were rich, so they did it. I 
thought it was pretty silly myself. 

I had no such elaborate plans. We were a family of 
modest means, and extravagances like helicopters and 
hand-painted urns were out of the question. Besides, 
nobody in my family smokes. 

Yet I still had the problem of having to die within six 
months. 

This was part of the pact I had signed with Deirdre. 
Terri, Mike and Bart. We were all to die during our 
twenty-first year, but not without consulting first with 
one another for permission. That was what upset me 
about Terri. Not a word from her before she died, and 
she and I were the last two left. Now I had no one to con¬ 
sult. I guess that meant I was free to go any time. 

Our necrotic code, however, stipulated that it had to 
look like an accident. It had to be carefully planned. 
Mike had “accidentally'' drunk sulfuric acid instead of 
water during a chem lab; Bart had '‘accidentally'' fallen 
on his fencing foil; Deirdre had ’’accidentally'' locked 
herself in a cage of rabid dogs at the Humane Society. 
And, of course, there was Terri’s somewhat less imagina¬ 
tive death. These were rough acts to follow. 



As further prescribed in our code, each of the four had 
left a death note explaining his or her thoughts or fears 
before the act. All except Terri, that is. From her there 
was no note, nothing. But then she never was particu¬ 
larly dependable. 

I glanced at the clock and realized I'd have to hurry if 
I were going to make it to the mortuary before the parade 
left for the cemetery. I hurriedly slipped into my best 
jeans and workshirt and headed for the door. Then, 
cursing myself under my breath. I remembered where I 
was going and what the occasion demanded. I threw on 
my red sportcoat and fumbled around for a good five 
minutes with my only tie, the purple one with the gold 
fleur-de-lis on it. You'd think I'd have learned by now 
that I can’t rush tying a tie; it always takes me twice as 
long as it should when I try to hustle it along. 

On my way out of the house I hit another snag. Mom 
stopped me at the door. Her eyes were pools of tears. 
"Robert, my son," she sobbed, “poor Terri is dead.” 

“Yes, Mom, I know." 

“That lovable, sweet girl who wouldn't hurt a fly. And 
at such a time in her life!" 

I agreed that June was a bad time. 

"So young, so pretty... she was like one of the family. 
And so brilliant! What a life she could have had! She 
probably would have graduated at the top of her class, 
married a nice, wealthy young man ..." 

Bull. She would’ve married me. 

“Mom, I have to get going." 

“Robert, all your friends are dying! You’ll be alone, 
lost next year at school." 

I assured her I wouldn’t, and left. 

The drive to the mortuary was pleasant. There were 
birds singing and the sky was cloudless and blue. The 
temperature was a comfortable seventy or so. I enjoyed 






I arrived just as the pastor was reading the eulogy. I 
could see the funeral director's mouth drop as I walked 
into the chapel. Maybe my tie didn’t go as well with my 
jacket as I thought. 

I walked up to the front of the room, smiled at Terri's 
parents, and peered into the casket. Terri was smiling, 
too. That made me feel good. The pastor concluded his 
speech just as I was taking a seat. In fact, before I could 
sit down, Terri's father was motioning for me to come up 
front again. They wanted me for a pallbearer. 

As we carried the coffin to the hearse, I could hear 
Terri's father, who supported the left front end, whisper 
to her uncle, who walked beside him, that I had, after all, 
been very close to Terri, and I really was a good boy 
deep down. I was puzzled that he had to add those last 
two words. 

My first feeling of sadness—loss, really, I guess— 
came as I watched the hearse pull away, followed by 
the black limousines in which Terri's parents and grand¬ 
parents rode. If it weren't for our pact requiring each of 
us to attend each funeral, I might not have gone. I was 
afraid I might cry. I mean, I liked Terri, you know? 

The grim mood evaporated, however, when the parade 
commenced. I brought up the end. Perhaps because of 
my ignominious position, I felt no compunctions about 
waving to a few friends we passed on the way to the 
cemetery. They waved back. 

The procedings at the gravesite were, thankfully, 
quiet and simple. A eulogy had already been read back 
at the funeral parlor, so this formality was dispensed 
with, and the pastor simply made a few prayers over 
the casket before it was dropped into the hole. For a 
funeral, it was refreshingly bearable, all in all. 

Just as I was leaving, however, Terri's mother ap¬ 
proached me and handed me an envelope addressed 


simply "To Robert." This, I figured, must be the missing 
death note. I opened it as I walked back to the car. It 
was indeed just that... but its contents proved a little 
unnerving. It read: 

Terri Reichter--Death Note 
June 20, 1975 

Plan: To die by hurling myself into 
an excavation put at the corner of 
Lexington Avenue and 44th Street. 
Pit' s concrete bottom assures instant 
demise if, as I expect, I land head¬ 
first. Approximate time: 5:30 P.M., 
just after work. 

Thoughts: I've allowed myself time 
to calm down with a cup of coffee be¬ 
fore the end. My supervisor, Mrs. 
Dunsitt, makes me so nervous . . .I'm 
not scared. Crash will be too quick. 
Want to say last good-bye to parents, 
but not sure how. Wish I could finish 
college, but I wasn't learning much, 
anyway. I love you, Robert. Please 
kiss my gravestone. 

I figured I owed her that, so I waited until all the oth¬ 
ers had left for salami sandwiches and Cokes at Terri's 
folks' place and then went back and pressed my lips to 
the sun-warmed granite block. The gravediggers, who 
were still in the process of filling the hole, looked at me 
funny. 

It wasn’t Terri’s sentimental drivel that was preying on 
my mind, though. Rather, it was the fact that she had 
been struck by a car at the corner of Lexington and 44th 
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at roughly five-thirty on June 20th. She hadn't died ac¬ 
cording to plan. I was sure there was something in the 
code that covered this, but I had to check. I dashed to 
the car and sped home. 

Mom caught me on the staircase again. "How was the 
funeral, Robert?" 

I wasn't thinking. "I had a great time," I answered. 
Before she could recover from my remark and scream, 
“my God. you're insane with grief!", I was upstairs por¬ 
ing over the code manuscript. 

There it was! Provision F: "Should any member of the 
pact violate any part of the pact by (a) dying before or 
after the age of twenty-one, (b) dying of natural causes, 
or (c) dying by means not premeditated, the surviving 
member(s) shall be thereupon released from any and all 
obligations under the provisions of the pact.” 

I was stunned! I had lived so long with the belief that 
my death was imminent—by my own choosing—that I 
wasn't sure now exactly what to do or think or feel. Did 
I really want to die? I had thought so. But maybe it was 
only because everybody else was doing it. I began to 
have serious doubts. 

It took me a week to reach a decision on the matter. 

I spent my days and nights reading up on the Freudian 
death-wish, ancient torture, the Japanese ritual of hara- 
kiri, and Norman Vincent Peale. (I wanted to get a bal¬ 
anced view.) But the conclusion was foregone. The pact 
must be kept. 

As recording secretary of our group, it was my duty to 
transcribe each death note, adding my own observa¬ 
tions on the burial and such, into a diary to be submit¬ 
ted to a publisher after the last death. I'd done my job 
well, I thought. The manuscript now weighed over a 
pound. I'd revised and rewritten our introductory essay 
in which we explained the reason behind the pact, and 
at all the funerals but Terri's, I'd kept carefully in the 
background, taking copious notes on what the attendees 
said, how they were dressed, how many they were, and, 
of course, on the eulogy. That was what we were really 
after. 

When possible, I'd carried a cassette recorder, so that 
I could later transcribe each eulogy word for word. I 
kept the recorder hidden, naturally, under my jacket. 
And that wasn’t always easy. Deirdre's sister made at 
least half a dozen attempts to hug me. 

Anyway, each of those eulogies, when transcribed, 
became half of a chapter of the book we were compil¬ 
ing. The other half consisted of the deceased's ante¬ 
mortem evaluation of himself and every other group 
member's evaluation of him. As we expected, dying had 
elevated each of us to sainthood. There was nary a word 
about Bart's problem with his weight or Mike's astound- 
ingly foul mouth or the outrageous way Terri dressed. 
(In her coffin, incidentally, she was attired in a conser¬ 
vative black dress, not her usual denim shirt, tied at the 
waist, and cut-off jeans. Her folks finally got to see her 
as they'd always dreamed. I liked Mr. and Mrs. Reichter. 
They weren't really a bad sort. But I did feel that was 
really low of them.) 

This wasn't the only reason for the pact, though. As we 
detailed in the introduction, all of us felt that our lives 
weren't our own, that from the moment of our births, 
people had been on top of us to follow any path except 
the ones we picked for ourselves. Bart's father wanted 
a quarterback; he got a mathematician. Mike's father 
and mother hoped he would follow in dad's footsteps 



and enter divinity school; instead, Mike wanted to sing 
professionally. And it went on and on like that. Nobody 
approved of any of us. Nobody ever stopped to ask who 
we were. And they perpetuated their own fictions about 
us with each funeral. Again as we expected, they felt 
cheated by our deaths. They felt they had lost some¬ 
thing. I'll never forget Deirdre's mother's classic line: 
"How could God do this to us?” 

We wanted to make our position clear for all the par¬ 
ents and teachers and civic leaders of the future: life is 
valueless and meaningless if it belongs to someone else. 
The funny thing is, not one of us felt we were giving up 
anything by offing ourselves. That theme ran through all 
the death notes. 

And now, all that remained was the writing of my own 
last words. I wrote: 


Robert Tindall--Death Note 
June 27, 1975 
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Plan: To lock myself in my garage with 
my car engine- running. Death by as¬ 
phyxiation. 

Thoughts: My death is a necessity. 

That seemed sufficient. 

I told Mom I was going to the drugstore and taking the 
car. I drove around our peaceful little Long Island sub¬ 
urb for a while, just thinking I suppose. 

The weather was still bright and sunny. There were a 
few clouds in the sky, but they were balls of floating 
cotton fluff, defying gravity, serving only to enhance 
the pure azure beauty of the satiny sky. The world look¬ 
ed beautiful. I didn't want to die. I wanted to live— 
really live. I wanted to pick up Terri and drive upstate 
into the mountains and hold her body next to mine in 
some secluded woods. I wanted a drippy, sloshy snow 
cone and someone to laugh at me as the syrup smeared 
over my face and rolled off my hands to stain the side¬ 
walk. I wanted to slam a homer out of the nearest ball¬ 
park. 

The only thing that saved me from complete and ab¬ 
ject refusal to die was the sobering thought of that mug¬ 
gy August coffin. 

Yes, it had to be now. 



I drove home slowly and parked the car in the garage. 
I closed the door, but left the key in the ignition. Then, 
I carefully covered any air holes under the door with 
some cleaning rags and walked over to the workbench 
and began hammering a nail into a board. (It was a point¬ 
less task, but the whole thing had to look accidental.) 

More thoughts raced through my mind. My future, the 
one I would never know... what it might have been like 
to graduate from college... whom I might have mar¬ 
ried, if I married ... Terri... the oppressive silence of 
the garage.... 

Silence?! 

I whirled about to find that the car had stopped run¬ 
ning. A glance at the fuel gauge explained it all. My 
meandering drive had exhausted my gas supply. By 
some miracle, I'd been spared! 

Wait... did I say "miracle?" And how could I have said 
"spared?” My God, all this meant was that I'd have to 
make another attempt! How could I face that? 
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But I had to. I had to die or be haunted by Terri and 
Deirdre. and Mike and Bart all my life. 

I dropped to my hands and knees and cried into the 
oil splotches on the floor of the garage for even thinking 
of wanting to live! Death is a far more meaningful ex¬ 
perience. We proved it! Death is truth! Living is false¬ 
hood! Life is a lie! That was our code, our unbreak¬ 
able code! 

Death was all that kept me alive at that moment. Death 
and her soft, comforting arms. Death in general and the 
planning of my own in particular. 

I rose from the floor and flung open the garage door. 

I ran to my room as quickly as I could. I wouldn't be 
taken in by the deceitful blue sky or the treacherous 
songs of the birds. Death and I were one. 

I ripped my first death note from the manuscript and 
began a second. I attacked the typewriter ferociously. 

I wrote: 

Robert Tindall--Death Note #2 
June 27, 1975 

Plan: To leap down an elevator shaft 
in a large department store. 

Thoughts: Faith in my purpose. I am 
death. She is my comfort. Peace is 
mine. 

I’d regained my cool. I was ready. My foolish regrets 
had been banished. Now I could breathe without fear of 
being brainwashed by the temptress Mother Nature. A 
selfish, sneering Mother Nature who desperately sought 
to keep me from returning to her soil womb. 

At that point, I caught myself. I was overdramatizing. 
Romanticism was for the living. For the fools. 

I left the house and walked to the shopping center 
about half-a-mile away. The blue sky was grey to my 
eyes, and the birds hummed dirges. Everything was 
aright. 

I stood before the elevator doors for a while, figuring 
out an exact plan. What I needed was an old lady loaded 
down with packages. I could bump into her, go careen¬ 
ing back, and ZLOP! It would be over, just like that. I 
stepped aboard one of the elevators and rode to the 
fifth floor. There were six floors in all, but the fifth would 
be high enough, I was certain. 

When I arrived at that floor, I emerged from the ele¬ 
vator car and just stood outside the glass door, looking 
down into the dark concrete shaft. Its depth was over¬ 
whelming. 

I was ready. 

But there was no old lady. In fact, no one with pack¬ 
ages at all. Ah, but then came the answer to my prayer. 
A dumb-looking little kid eating a banana. I edged to¬ 
ward him, cautiously at first, then faster. More cus¬ 
tomers were gathering about, waiting forelevators. This 
had to be quick. 

I bumped him, he dropped the banana, and my foot 
fell on the peel. I didn't slip, but I did a credible job of 
throwing myself backward so that it looked as if I had. I 
heard horrified screams as I fell back against the glass. 
Then the musical tinkling sound of the pane as it shat¬ 
tered. Wind chimes. And then the thrilling sensation of 
falling ... falling ... falling ... and then an extremely un¬ 
dignified thud. 

I had plunged a grand total of four feet, and I was now 
riding back to my starting point on the roof of the ele- 
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vator. I climbed out of the shaft as the car reached my 
floor and was greeted with a chorus of relieved sighs 
from the onlookers. I took a bow and stalked away. 

I had nothing else to do, and I couldn’t face those ele¬ 
vators again just yet, so I prowled around in the record 
department, seeking any diversion, something to take 
my mind off having to live. 

It wasn’t until I saw the store’s special weekend sale 
on albums by Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, and Brian 
Jones—dead people, all of them, now—that I finally 
understood what was happening. Fate had declared 
death a “no-no” for me. I was leading a charmed life of 
sorts. 

This put me on a whole new train of thought. Maybe 
for me, life was to hold Great Meaning. Maybe I had 
some contribution to make—seeing the manuscript 
through to publication, perhaps, with a chapter on what 
it’s like to try to kill oneself and fail! Obviously, death 
was to come later for me... in a different, more pro¬ 
found manner than I was capable of conceiving at this 
stage of my life. 

t Even my compatriots would agree that man must first 
be true to his destiny, and then to fallible human pacts. 
Yes, I was meant to live! Perhaps someday there would 
be an album by me in some store’s “Weekend-Only 
Sale on the Late & Great." (Why did I find that concept 
offensive?) 

A wave of emotion rushed over me, tickling every 
nerve. I was going to start living—now! 

I walked briskly back to the elevators, returned to 
the ground floor, and walked out of the department 
store and into the world. 


The shopping center was crowded, as it always was 
at this hour, just before dinner. My eyes drank in myri¬ 
ads of faces. Expressions of exultation, despondency, 
joy, fear, everything! How could I have been alive twen¬ 
ty-one years without ever having noticed? 

I was drunk with new sensations. I leaned back against 
the wall of the department store and took a deep breath, 
and, yes, I even managed a smile at the girl across the 
mall, a tall, long-haired brunette in jeans and an Indian 
cotton blouse and platform heels, who was—did I dare 
believe it ?—waving at me! 

Her excited gestures caused others in the vicinity to 
turn and look at me. I couldn’t help myself; I broke out 
laughing hysterically. Let them look! Let them see what 
it feels like to be alive! Let them come running toward 
me! Do they hate it that much—the notion that in this 
crazy world some people are still capable of enjoying 
themselves? Maybe they wanted to tear me limb from 
limb for having such a good time! Good! Let them! Tears 
were running down my face now, I was laughing so hard! 

I probably wouldn't even notice if they ripped me to 
shreds! 

The same way I didn’t notice the silly squeaking 
sound from above me. 

The window-washer’s platform slammed hard against 
the crown of my head, cracking my skull. 

As I pitched forward to the cement walkway, I caught 
a glimpse of the blood spurting from my brain. 

Then I was dead. 

I don't know what happened to the window-washer. 
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If you've ever watched television's comedy and variety shows, you've 
surely wondered where al! those hip, snappy comics get all those dull, 
stupid jokes they think are so hip, snappy, and on top of what's 
happening. The answer: they buy them. By the carload. From even 
dumber, duller hacks who just sit at their typewriters all day long 
dreaming them up. You don't believe it? Then check out the feature 
we call... 
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Today 


Writer: CHUCK McNAUGHTON 


Q: What did the Liberated Polish 
Woman do? 

A: Remove her bras and burn them. 

Q: What did the Liberated Chinese 
woman do? 

A: Burn her bra--and then an hour 
later, she burned it again. 

Q: What did the Liberated Japanese 
woman do? 

A: Burned her miniature bra by- 
dropping a cigarette ash on it 
(Darn clever!) 

Q: What did the Liberated Italian 
Woman do? 

A: Stuffed her bra with tomato 
sauce, mozzarella, pepperoni, 
anchovies & mushrooms--placed in 
an oven preheated to 450°—baked 
40 minutes and served it to her 
family. 

Q: What did my liberated Mother-in- 
Law do? 

A: Gave me her bra, saying "Wear! 
Wear! People in Europe are 
freezing!" 

Q: What did the Liberated Arab 
harem woman do? 

A: Well, she was about to burn her 
bra, but decided against it, 
figuring that the United States 
might then get a new idea on how 
to solve the fuel crisis. 

Q: What did the Liberated Eskimo 
woman do? 

A: She tried to burn her bra, but 
her husband Nanook wouldn't let 
her take it off her nose. 

Q: What did the Liberated Roller 
Derby Queen do? 

A: Pushed her bra to the rinkside, 
and punched it, kicked it, kneed 
it, and ran over it three times 
with her skates. 

Q: What did the liberated Berlinfrau 
do? 

A: Burned half her bra (which half 
we cannot say). 

Q: What did the Liberated Woman 
Delegate to the U.N. do? 

A: Began a discussion before the 
floor on the feasibility of 
burning her bra 10 years ago. 


Q: What did the Liberated bouT.neast 
Asian woman do? 

A: Burn. (And she didn't even have a 
bra) Note: Use this one only on 
college audiences. 

Q: What did the Liberated Female 
member of the Palestinian 
Liberation Front do? 

A: She -stuffed her bra with nitro 
glycerine and tried to hug 
Henny Youngman. She hugged his 
violin instead (Good girl!) 

Q: What did the Liberated Female 
Junkie do? 

A: Mugged an old lady, tore off the 
old woman's bra, then shaking, 
poured gasoline all over the bra, 
the old woman, and herself. 
According to the coroner, she 
then lit a match. 

Q: What did the Liberated Bostonian 
Young Caucasian Woman do? 

A: Wore her bra and other clothes 
into the Black ghetto in Autumn, 
1973. 

Q: What did the Liberated Ku Klux 
Klanswoman do? 

A: Lynched a Negro with her bra, and 
set a fire 'to them both. 

Q: What did the Liberated meter 
maid do? 

A: Wrote on her bra "I support my 
local policewoman." 

Q: What did the Liberated Woman 
Intellectual in Moscow do? 

A: Before she burned her bra, wrote 
on the lining and the straps: 
"Solzhenitsyn is a traitorous 
lackey of the running dog 
Capitalist press" . . . just to be 
safe . . . 

Q: Do you know what the Liberated 
Young Mother who.was lactating 
did? 

A: She used up several books of 
matches before she finally gave 
up. 

(And for the smokers:) 

Q: What did Julie Nixon Eisenhower 
do? 

A: Burn David's leather bra. 


22 August o^rv-. 22 September 
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WILL EISNER'S 
CIeeFuI Guide to 

ASTROLOGY 



RULING PLANET COLOR 

Mercury Brown & Green 


METAL ELEMENT 

Quicksilver Earth 


GEMSTONE 

Sardonyx 


HOW TO RECOGNIZE A VIRGO 


If they hang around long enough for you to size them up, Virgoans will reveal them¬ 
selves quite clearly. But they’re restless and are not easily held in long, abstract 
conversations or soul-searching sessions. They’re usually the hardest working people in 
any office or club. Energy to spare. 



PHYSICAL 

TRAITS 

The most 
obvious is their 
“widow’s peak” 
hairline. 

They are 
willowy and 
quick of 
movement. 

They wear 
neat. 

"no-nonsense” 
clothes that 
have small 
designs like tiny 
floral patterns. 
They don’t go 
for casual 
clothes during 
business hours. 
Never sit still. 


( Sou POj^f 

\T. r 
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HOW TO WORK WITH A VIRGO 


Since Virgos have enormous energy it’s very difficult to keep them in one place for 
long. Don’t expect a long conference or meeting. A Virgo can’t wait to get to the next 
appointment. 



COHABITING WITH A VIRGO 

Whatever you do, for heaven’s sake don't move things around after a Virgo has 
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ROMANCE WITH A VIRGO 

v \ 

Start slowly; they are very shy at the beginning—charmingly shy! In fact they hide 
behind a lot of talk. You can win a Virgo if you have the patience and energy to keep up. 



*Virgoans have an incredible eye for detail 



WHERE BEST TO USE A VIRGO 

Let’s say you are the head of the CIA. FBI, or SMERSH, or White House Plumbers' 

The people of this Sun Sign are ideal secret-investigative workers skilled at gaining 
unauthorized entry into the office of a political enemy’s psychiatrist for the purpose °f 
rifling the files. Or you can confidently assign a Virgo to secure microfilms of documen 
in the headquarters of an opposition political party. They do it quickly, neatly (some 
times even undetected). 

a nr 4-56&oNP5 

! V s / 
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J,lL 0£ INOp£RATNB ANDTHE: 
\mii\6tttct we've dATMERep 
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OTHER JOBS YOU CAN 
GIVE A VIRGO 

Pottery 



Nursing 


.. youTHiNKYouPe 

£|CK?? WEU y t£f 
M£ T£.ll YOU . 
ABOUT MY CHRONIC 
HER.\lOl)6>51otAACHl 


HOW TO HAVE FUN 

WITH A VIRGO Jjg? 

These people are big on recreation. 




Join them in hobby crafting 

1 


Clock repairing 
or bomb-making 


Building- 

restoration 
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How To Use 
This Chart 


* 


1. Determine your 
own Sun Sign. 

2. Find vour Sign in 
left hand column. 





*-* 

3. This chart is for 
the reader whose Sun 
Sign appears in the 
left hand column. 

4. It tells you how 
you interact with the 
Sun Sign heading. 


Zl 



MARRIAGE SEX LIFE BUSINESS SOCIAL LIFE 

'* . (With a Virgo) (With a Virgo) (With a Virgo) (With a Virgo) 


/wfies 

So, so! 

Slow start-up 

Auctioneering 

Hectic 


Good 

It’ll be work 

It’ll work 

Whew! 


Abrasive 

Fooey!! 

Arguments 

Action 

Gpi^eep? 

Maybe! 

Give, no get! 

Excellent 

Happy times 

te© 

No way! 

Hit-and-run 

If you own it 

It’s work! 

VJ^GO 

Bickering 

Not worth it! 

Sales! 

Lotsa fun 

<E\& 

Too busy! 

Risky! 

If you keep up! 

Won’t last 

SGO^plO 

Good 

One-sided! 

Excellent 

Enjoy it! 

S^GISS/^GS 

Nag,nag,nag! 

It’s a drag! 

Fights!! 

Carping 

G/^icof^ 

Excellent 

Yawn!! 

Splendid 

Very sound 


Stable 

# 

Comfortable 

Long-term 

Good!! 

P1SG6S 

Okay! 

Can you? 

Risky 

Avoid it! 




FLOWERS 

JEWELRY 

CLOTHING 

AUTOS 

SPORTS 

BOOKS 

Morninglory 

Maidenhair 

Pelliory 

Simple 
stuff... avoid 
costume 
jewelry 

Stay with silver 

Conservative 

Compacts 
Foreign cars 
Low gas-users 

Tennis 

Golf 

Mountaineering 

Hobby books 
Fast-reading 
crime novels 



HEALTH: 

MORTALITY: 

. Colitus, ulcers . . . nerves. 

Long-lived. 



FORECASTING 
FOR A 
VIRGO: 


These people will achieve prominence in the large corporate 
world. From their ranks will come our future Trade Associ¬ 
ation heads and the great swindlers. 





























































Back again, huh? Just couldn't stay away, could you? Obviously, you're still sick and tired, fed-up and disenchanted with the dull¬ 
ness and boredom of the drippy 1970's —right? And, to make matters worse, you're probably getting rather sick and tired of the 
past as well! Well, don't worry your pointed little head none about that! This time around, your favorite pulp magazine ain't gon¬ 
na take you on another one of them so-called "nostalgic trips" into the pretentious past. Nope! None of that! Instead, this ish, we're 
headed for the far-flung future, when men will be men once again, and women will wear terribly fetching costumes that'll make 
the blood boil ... (hoo-hah!)... so, grab yourself a seat aboard the space shuttle, as we blast off into ... 
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"My ray gun!" Vice Commander Timothy 
Typeset shouted, as a hole big enough to drive a 
ground bus through appeared in the center of his 
chest. "Somebody put the blast capsules in 
backwards!" 


Timothy Typeset 
of the Space Bar Command 

in 

NOW, TAKE MY 
PLANET-PLEASE 

by Andy Warwoond 
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NOW, TAKE MY PLANET-PLEASE 


OUR STORY SO FAR: A brown and white intelli¬ 
gent eggplant with abnormally long stems had met a 
strange and grisly death at the hands of some unknown 
intergalactic space monster. In addition, Osh-osh Del¬ 
bert, a prominent cleavage and the former fiance of the 
president of a large android-construction cartel, was 
guarding a terrible secret. The Space Command first 
suspected foul play when they discovered that the blind 
navigator who had been run over by the same ground 
bus seventeen times had a map of the entire known 
universe tatooed on the sole of his left foot. His eight 
other feet were missing. Three days earlier, however, 
a starship emblazoned with the emblem of a planet 
that no longer existed had been sighted just beyond 
the Lopmarg Galaxy. Now, no one cared whether it was 
still there or not. 


Chapter Four: 


THE BITE OF MUURKS 


Commander Michael Teertsbbaf, of the third Earth 
exploratory patrol assigned to Section Two of the Lop¬ 
marg Galaxy, looked up into the eyes of the fair, young 
Talvalic girl who walked beside him. She was four feet 
taller than he was, of course, and thus he had to crane 
his neck just a bit. But it was worth it once he saw the 
pale orange love light shining in her eyes. A love light, 
not to mention a night light, shone in his eyes, too —had 
shone there ever since he rescued this beautiful Talval 
from the murderous onslaught of Freetreeps, dog-like 
birds with amphibious fangs, found only in the north¬ 
ern regions of Trominu, fourth planet from the right in 
the Lopmarg Galaxy. 

The girl's name was Potior Twelve and she was a 
member of the Talval intergalactic law enforcement 
council, a group presently dedicated to the seemingly 
impossible task of restoring order to the government 
in Nocitror, the planet where she and Commander 
Teertsbbaf were now walking. 

She was the first to speak, “I've just received word 
that Crayola the Barbarian, rebel leader of the Nocitror 
fourth faction, has returned from his exile on asteroid 
seven of the fifth asteroid chain of Lopmarg. Some¬ 
how he broke free from his suspended animation truss." 

"Yes, I know, honey," Commander Teertsbbaf coun¬ 
tered. "All Earth patrols have already been notified 
of his presence here among us. This is a black day for 
us all." 

They walked on in silence then, until at last they came 
upon the domed city of Falfa, third largest city in all 
Nocitror and the planet's largest exporter of wigthatts. 
As they neared the city, they noticed a man approach¬ 
ing them from the distance. And, as the figure came 
closer, Commander Teertsbbaf recognized it as that 

















NOW, TAKE MY PLANET —PLEASE 



of Third Commander Fourth Class Marshland Tito, his 
third in command. Tito was a tall, pudgy man, whose 
four earlobes gave evidence to the fact that his mother 
had been a Pacluvnom partisan from the planet New¬ 
ark. 

"Commander/' Tito shouted, "you must return to 
Falfa at once. The Nocitror Fourth Faction has some¬ 
how broken down the magnesium barrier we placed 
across the entrance to the valley of the Muurks. Even 
now, hordes of Muurks are ravaging the countryside. 
Already three undomed cities have been leveled into 
parking lots!" 

Commander Teertsbbaf was aghast, for he knew full 
well the viciousness of the Muurks. This was why he 
had had the beasts driven into the valley in the first 
place, and why he had had his men build the magnesium 
barrier. And the Nocitrors were very pleased that he 
had done so. And they held many parties in his honor 
and invited all their relatives to them. But now the 
Muurks were free again. The murderous Muurks, giant 
tree dogs with razor-sharp ridges across their tongues. 
One of these beasts could cut through a Nocitror Plu- 
nyd tree in a matter of seconds. Such was their power. 

"Good God," Teertsbbaf suggested, as he. Potior 
and Tito rushed toward Falfa, "this is obviously the 
work of that maniac, Crayola the Barbarian!" 

Meanwhile, upon a plastic plateau, just outside of 
Krofurt, fourth largest city in all Nocitror, stood the 
two-foot tall, plaid-skinned mutant known as Crayola 
the Barbarian. And behind him stood a large group of 
muscular fourth faction warriors, in full battle array. 

As he looked out over the countryside which he 
hoped would one day be under his loathesome and mer¬ 
ciless command, the mutant laughed a heartless laugh, 
and then he spoke to his men. "Soon the people of Noci¬ 
tror will have to bow down to my demands, for they 
know full well that only I possess the secret of Muurk 
domination. And thus only 1 can save them from the 
beasts!" 


It was true. With his mutant brain, Crayola could 
give thought commands to the Muurks, and for some 
reasons, the Muurks were happy to do whatever Cray¬ 
ola commanded. The beasts would do anything to 
please Crayola. Crayola was the king of the Muurks. 

And, it was at that same moment, aboard a cobalt- 
powered ground rabbit, that Commander Teertsbbaf 
and the beautiful Potior Twelve, armed with Fmuz blast 
guns, were faithfully hunting down what Muurks they 
could find. Commander Teertsbbaf knew they were 
doing little to help the situation, but this was all they 
could do, for the large Tupsfmarg tank which they had 
used the last time to drive the Muurks into the valley 
had since been moved to the planet East Los Angeles, 
and it would take, at least, a court order to get it trans¬ 
ported back to Nocitror. Until then. Commander Teerts¬ 
bbaf had to handle the situation as best he could. 

The commander turned to the fair young Talval and 
spoke. "Dear," he said, "there's a good chance we may 
not live through this. But if we do .. . Well, here! I want 
you to have this!" 

And so saying, the commander handed Potior a ring 
with a single large kgnutpav stone surrounded by many 
gleaming kipmulgs. And, as Potior slipped the ring onto 
her seven-jointed eighth finger, she smiled at the com¬ 
mander and he smiled back. 

And then, he turned from her and looked ahead 
sternly as he said, "Now, let's get back to work! We've 
got a lot of Muurks to hunt down!" 

But, at that same instant, some three thousand light 
years away, a creature of horrible size and stench laid 
an egg as big as a star-ship and let it bake in the sun. 


Next: Chapter Five: The Omlette 

Pass the mayonnaise —please! 
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Amid all the lectures, tests, restroom passes, hallway passes, and the passes you make at Mary Lou Leadlip in your history class. 
It's easy to forget what school is really all about. It's about as dumb as everything else in this bizarre world, which is ample jus¬ 
tification for our presentation of... 



Part III 















































DO YOU RECALL THOSE ROTTEN DAYS BEFORE "PERSONS" WERE INVENTED? BACK WHEN-FROM BIRTH- 
NO MATTER WHAT YOU LIKED. WANTED, OR DID-YOU WERE CONDEMNED FOREVER TO BE A ... 



YES, A SAD STATE OF AFFAIRS ONCE EXISTED: STEREOTYPING FROM THE CRADLE ON. 



BUT, OUT OF THE DEPTHS OF CONSCIOUSNESS, A FULL OF ADVENTURE AND DERRING-DO-A 

CREATION MORE UNIVERSAL THAN ACNE, MORE POW- MASTERMIND OF CHILDHOOD PROJECTS! 



THE TOMBOY MANIFESTED SUCH A HEALTHY CURIOSITY ABOUT LIFE THAT SHE GREW UP FAST ... 





































































UNTIL. OF COURSE, ONE DAY WHEN THE 
TIDE TURNED... AND PUBERTY APPEARED. 



AND SO THE TRANSFORMATION BEGAN, YEARS OF DOCILE 
DECEPTIONS. A GUSSIED-UP. NEAT DAMSEL BY DAY ... 



WHO REVERTED TO HER REAL SELF AT NIGHT (ALSO 
WEEKENDS). HIDING SKILLS AND LIGHTENING HER 
HANDSHAKE, PRETENDING TO BOGGLE AT THE 
SIGHT OF A CARBURETOR OR BUZZ SAW. SIGH. UN¬ 
TIL... 



TODAY! THE SECRET IDENTITY IS FADING OUT. NOW 
WOMEN CAN BE HONEST: SMART, AGILE, SLOPPY, 
RUDE, LAZY, STRONG, ABLE TO EVEN—GASP!— 
WEAR BLUE JEANS TO THE OFFICE! AND WATCH 
OUT FOR THAT FROG ... 

































































































I think, therefore iambic pentameter 


R.Q. Fabotnik, Esq 


Visions" 

hot dog climb the car. 
monkey shine, 
flower poke the star, 
red grape wine, 
doghouse on the street, 
root beer float, 
shoehorn blow your mind 
Auntie dote. 


"Poison 

See the 
See the 
See the 
See the 
See the 
See the 
See the 
See the 


"Despair" 

Sitting on a log, 

Smelling like a hog, 
Looking for a friend, 

Will it ever end? 

The quiet drives me nuts 
In my run-down grassy hut 
Morning until night, 

Eating Chicken Delight. 


"Self-Depreciation” 

I hate myself! I hate myself! 
I wish I were a little elf! 

If I were a person wee, 
Everyone could step on me! 
And I deserve it!! Aaagh!!! 


"Utopia" 

Somewhere there's a place 
Where raindrops never fall. 
Somewhere there's a place 
Where dropped objects never fall 
It’s twelve miles east of Boise. 


"Poet's Lament" 

I seek the beauty in life and 
a pigeon drops its waste at 
my feet as if to tell me 

There is no goodness in the world, 
only the relentless outpouring 
of pretentious literati. 

Perhaps I should move to Pittsburgh 


"Phonetics" 

R could B D 
If it wanted to B. 

F could B Z 
If it were set free. 
Q could B K. 

L could B J. 

A is only A, though 


Writer: BRUCE CARLIN 


Artist: ROBERT GRAYSMITH 
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The publisher of CRAZY! 'Cause if you're reading this supposedly clever ad designed to dupe you into subscrib¬ 
ing to the magazine that dares to be dumb, you must have bought this issue! And if you've managed to stay 
awake long enough to wade through the pages and pages of sheer idiocy, you may just be stupid —er, discrim¬ 
inating enough to want to subscribe. Use the convenient coupon below; we didn't put it there for our benefit! 


j-1 

SEND TO: CRAZY SUBSCRIPTION DEPT, 
c/o MARVEL MAGAZINES 
575 MADISON AVENUE 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 

10022 

i 

i 

I'd like to take advantage of your generosity and exchange four worthless green pieces of paper * for 
seven fabulous issues of your magnificent magazine **. I don't know how you guys can make such a 
great offer ***. 

! 

j NAME_ 

i 

i 

! ADDRESS_ 

CITY_STATE_ZIP_ 

i 

i 

! * dollars ** CRAZY *** rip-off 

I 



Writer: SCOTT EDELMAN 












They certainly are, and so 
practical, too. We II take the 
whole outfit. 


H Yaass, this is what all our active 
P twelve year olds are wearing thes 


|| days. I think the pants are | 
long enough, don t you 


lole^at 


Enjoy your 
day. I can t 
believe my 
little boy 
looks so 
grown up. 


Eat your oatmeal, it s good for 
you. You II need all your energy 
for your first day of Junior Hiqh 
School! 


,do head 

^Fref 


** You do 




DOOMED 


They're doing i« ( 
they are really 
doing it! They're 
laughing at me 
because of my 
stupid clothes! I'll 
get her for this. 














































































































